CHAPTER XXIII
RASHLEIGH had been too long inured to hardship to suffer"
any ill-effects from the savage conditions in which he
was forced to live, which were in any case free from the
brutal punishment which had been his intermittent lot since
he had reached the colony. To return to the white popula-
tion meant almost certain death, and he grew firmer in his
resolution to remain with the blacks and to end his days
with them.
At the end of about four and a half years, however, an
event occurred which had unexpected consequences. His
foster-father, the old carandjie, died.  He had for long been
growing steadily more decrepit, and at last sank into a state
of torpor which was only distinguishable from death by his
slow  and  hardly  discernible  breathing.  During  this last
illness the entire tribe were ceaseless In their attentions, and
when at last death came to prove their efforts unavailing,
the warriors and djins broke into peals of lamentations so
loud and discordant that Rashleigh was appalled.  The wail-
ing which ensued upon the pronouncement that the carandjie
was  dead  was  still  in  progress  when  a  powerful  black,
ambitious to succeed to the carandjieship, flung himself full
length upon the corpse, applied his lips to those of the dead
and inhaled deeply for some moments. As the man rose,
one of the djins, with a great show of stealth, cut an incision
with a sharp stone in the dead man's back, and dragging out
the kidneys, threw them on to the breast of the corpse; and
then ran off.  Several djins, uttering loud lamentations and
ceremonial reproaches, pursued her for some distance, after
which   they   all   returned,   the   apparently  offending  djin
escaping further molestation.
The   carandjie-elect   had   at   once   pounced  upon   the